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THE SHALLOWS MURMUR.
STRANGE ADVENTURES OF A MILLION DOLLARS

hat and thenext instant was dancing down
the lawn, while Elson followed more
sedately. She turned and saw him moving
slowly forward. She lifted up the clear,
strong voice and caroled a snatcii from "lo-lanth- e:"

Let's depart.
Dignified and stately.

Elson smiled aa he came up with her, and
aid:
"Are you always so effervescent?"
"Pretty much always. Don't you like it?"
"1 should think you would get tired of it

sometimes."
"And I should think yon would get tired

of being so solemn and stupid."
"I'm not always stupid. Miss Nellie," he

answered, smiling.
"Oh, no. I suppose in court before a lot

of prosy old judges, or jurymen, or some-
thing, you aren't exactly, stupid; but you
must be an awfully prosy person."

"You aren't very complimentary."
"No; I'm not fond of blarney."
"You like people to speak acd deal hon-

estly with yon?"
"lea, of course: don't you?" '

"Yes; but may I ask you whyyoudont do
it yourself?"

She stopped short, and the color rose in
her cheeks.

What tin rrnrt in A An. Mr. ElHOnT"

million seemed safely launched upon Its
task of undoing the wroog it bad done;
but Cy Winkletip's mind ran completely
down in five years, and be died a wretched,
slavering idiot.

Mrs. Timmins was inclined to warn off
the Dingee million with a gestnre of horror,
but, yielding to the solicitation nf her
friends, she consented to tike title in order
that she might create a trust with it for
some good and noble purpose. To this end,
by a last will and testament, she created
and endowed the Americau Society for the
Suppression of Gambling and Wager-layin- g,

and then died.
1 he trustees at once began to erect the

buildings called for, but before the society
had had an opportunity to suppress a sin-
gle gaming establishment the lawyers, at
the prayer of Mrs. John Winkletip. Mrs.
Timmins's mother, fell, tooth and nail,
upon the trust, which was declared too
'vague, shadowy and indefinite to be exe-
cuted," and the Dingee million, its round-
ness now sadly shrunken, made its way
across the ocean to Mrs. John Winkletip,
of Clapham common, London.

She died last year, and with her the wan-
derings of the Dingee million came to an
end. be willed it to trustees for building
and maintaining a hospital for stray dogs
and homeless cats, and those learned in the
law say that the trust will stand.
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VOYAGE WITH MME. BLAVATSKY,

"Is Dy one sick?" exclaimed Elson; "can
I help yon?"

She sprang up and said sharply:
"Mamma has a slight headache, and I

don't heed "
She stopped, trembled, and looked down.

In another moment she spote again in aa
altered voice.

"You were good and ktnd then, Mr.
Elson, and I am tpeakinc so harshly.
What will you think of nief"

She looked up into his face, and there
were tears in her eyes. The young man
was suent for an instant, as he gazed at
her. Then he said:

"I shall always think cf you as I thought
then, and as 1 think now ai the loveliest,
the sweetest, the tenderrt of women."

"I think 1 hear mamma let me go," said
the girl.

"Not yet not ever, if I can keep you.
Nellie, 1 love you. Is tuore any answer to
that?"

"Oh Mr. Elson-- I-I cannot think you
mean that. I 1 am sure you always
looked down on me.'

"No, Nellie. 1 tried to argue myielf into
ft belief when I first saw you that you were
shallow; but my heart knew better, and
hungered for you." '

"When you lirst saw me?"5
'Yes, I have loved you from the first.

Nellie, Answer me at once, Nellie; it there
auy love for me in your beartf"

She looked up and smiled with wonder-
ful sweetness.

"1 think." she said, "it came there about
the same time as yours for me,"

W. J. lIeDdercn. in New York Time.

THE CltOW AS A PET.

the sofa in a dead faint. Throw a covering
over her."

Elson did as she directed, and then said:
"Shall 1 not""Do just aa I say." said the girl decisive-

ly. "Seud one of the girls for the brandy.
It is in the bullet, wnicn is not locked."

Elson went into the hallway and de-

livered the order. When be returned he
louud tbe girl with a basin of water and a
towel beside ber father.

"Hold this," she said, handing Elson the
basin, while she began to wash the blood
from ber father's neck.

"Wonderful!" thought the young lawyer.
"Not a tear, no hysterics! Self-contr- ol and
intelligence like a man. Who would have
believed it?"

"It is not a dangerous wound," said the
girl, looking up. "That is, I think not. It
seems to have gone through a muscle only.
However, the doctor lives near by and will
soon be here. Ah, bere is the brandy. Wait
outside, Jane."

The girl poured out a small glassful of
brandy.

"You may raise him, Mr. Elson. Be
gentle." she said.

The young man lifted the girl's uncon-
scious father so that she could pour the
braudy slowly into his mouth. In a few
moments be sighed heavily and opened his
eyes.

"Don't try to talk, papa," said the girl
gently, but with firmness.

Mr. Breece smiled feebly and pressed her
hand. A minute later Mrs. Breece regained
her consciousness and cried out:

"Nellie! Nellie!"
The girl ran over to her and said:
"I'm taking careot papa. Mr. Elson is

helping me. Papa is not dangerously hurt,
but you must be very quiet. Hark! There
comes tbe doctor. Now lie quite 6tilh"

Mrs. Breece sank back on the lounge and
cried helplessly, but without much noise.
The doctor entered the room and went im-
mediately to the bedside.

"More ligh" he said.
El.sou at once turned np the gas and lit

an additional burner.
"That's good." said the doctor, "what

have you doue lor him?"
"Bathed the wound with cold water and

given him brandy," answered Nellie.
"Good girl!" said the doctor.
There was silence for a minute or two

while the physician examined tbe wound.
"Ail right," he said cheerfully. "It's

a rather ugly flesh wound. Breece, and will
cause yon some pain; but it is not danger-
ous, and we'll nave you around in two
weeas. Don't talk."

Mr. Breece smiled and looked as brave as
a man could look who was faint from loss
of blood. During the next quarter of an
hour Frederick Elson felt more helpless
than he had ever felt in his life. While
the physician was dressing the wound
Nellie acted aa his assistant, calmly order-
ing Elson about, and making him do the
errands. Once he ventured to interpose.

"Miss Nellie." he said, "this is very trying
work for you. Let me " .

"Mr. Elsou" she replied, interrupting
him. "1 am quite equal to the work, and 1
must be near papa."

"By Jove!" thought the young man, "I
should say she was equal to tbe work.
She's au everlasting miracle and mystery."

"There.'' said the Doctor,, having com-
pleted his work; "you're as comtortable
as 1 can make yon, Breece. Now. Miss
Nellie, 1 must have the directions which 1

have given to you carried out to the letter.
You must let me send np a nurse to-morro-

"I think that will be unnecessary," re-
plied the girL "1 prefer to nurse papa
myself."

"But yon will need help."
"Well, I'm going to help her," said Elson.
"But." said Nellie, "you have to return to

the ci ty to-morro-

"I beg your pardon." said the lawyer,
with some dignity; "I have to stay here."

"Have you ever had auy experience in
nursing?" asked the Doctor.

"Yes," said Elson. "1 know how to obey a
physician's orders."

"Good. Then we shall do very welL I'll
be here about 9 o'clock again."

When the physician was gone, Elson,
whose manner toward Nellie had uncon-
sciously become deferential, said:

"Your mother needs some attention."
The girl nodded, and called in one of the

servants. Mrs. Breece was removed to ber
daughter's room, and the maid left with
her. The butler was instructed to send for
the constable at . day light, and then the
bouse once more settled down to a condi-
tion of quiet. Elson went and stood by tbe
window a moment He did not look out,
however; his eyes w ere fixed on the face of
the girl, who was beading over her father.
The incidents of the night seemed to have
brought out the latent force of her charac-
ter. She was no longer a volatile, etierves-cen-t

girl, but a serious, tender woman, with
a marvelous seif-coiuma- ud and acute per-
ception. But Elson saw that the strain had
told on her. Her face was very white, and
there were dark rings under her eyes. He
walked over to her.

"Miss Nellie."
"What is it?" she said, looking np.
T wish to say a word to you."

She arose and moved away from the side
of her father.

"Yon need rest," said Elson.
"Is that allf" said Nellie, turning back

toward tbe bed.
"No, that is not all." said Elson. kindly

but iirmly ; "I wish you to lie down on that
anfn I will it inside Tnnr father And if

If Frederick Elson had not been a suc-

cessful lawyer he might have mistrusted
bis own judgment of human nature. Bat
he had broken down so many witnesses by
the skillful application of his psychologi-
cal theories that he had come to regard his
own idea of any character as something to
be received with awe and entertained with
reverence. That was why he shook his
head as he leaned back in the big wicker-wor- k

chair on Mr. Breece's veranda. He was
smoking a cigar and contemplating through
half-close- d eyes the spectacle of Ellen.
Breece commonly called Nellie playing
tennis with three young things in 'knee-breech- es

and stockings. Frederick Elson
regarded them with the amused contempt
of thirty-fiv- e years of life and five years of
brilliant success. He did not bestow any
of the contempt on the girl. No man could
do that. She was altogether too beautiful,
and while Elson shook his head he could
not help admiring her.

"Come, Mr. Elson!" she called, waving
ber racket at him; "come down bere and
keep score tor us. Yon look too lazy and
useless for anything sitting up there half
asleep."

Elson ros and walked slowly down tbe
steps. He was too good natured to resent
the girl's easy impudence, and tooconscious
of his own personal force to notice the
smiles of the young things with down on
their lips.

"Miss Nellie," be said, "I know very little
about tennis, and your father expects me
in the library in half an hour to talk over
the case."

"Well, the caBe will keep. Itbeen keep-
ing long enough, goodness knows, and it
can wait till our game is over. Now. then,
Mr. Dennis, it's your serve."

"Oh, really, though, is it?" asked the
young thing.

"Yes, really, though, it is," answered the
girl, mockingly, at the same time sending
a mischievous and bewitching glance at
him from her deep gray eyes. The yonng
man fairly gasped with delight, as be stood
motionless gazing at tbe girl's face. She
stamped her little foot, and cried:

"Play, you ninny! Don't stand there like
a wax figure."

The youth served the ball rather feebly,
and the girl was at once transformed into
a bounding young goddess. 1 suppose the
tennis girl is the modern ideal of Diana.
At any rate she has health . and activity,
and develops the human form divine. Nellie
Brsece, playing tennis, was lovely to look
upon. Her light-brow- n hair had a mar-
velous touch of gold in it, and, coiled
up tightly under her tennis hat. it
looked like a half-conceal- ed crown. Her
cheeks were Hushed, ber lips parted, and
her brilliant, strong white teeth Hashed
between them. Her sleeves were rolled
up to the elbow, scorning sunburn and dis-
playing a forearm of delicious symmetry.
The three young tueu who were engaged in
the game with ber watched ber movements
with their hearts in their eyes. It was
plain that they worshiped her. And it was
equally evident that she accepted the wor-
ship as her just right, and had no notion of
giving anything in return for it except the
inestimable privilege of obeying her or-
ders.

"That's out! Oh, yon goose!" she ex-
claimed to her partner. Mr. Frank Hark
ness, a pale, faultless-lookin- g youth. The
poor fellow had caught her eye just as be
was about to strike the ball, and she bad
given him a look which made him pommel
the helpless little sphere with undue force
and sent it far out of bounds. And then,
of course, she blamed him for it There
was no dispntingthe fact that she was a
true daughter of Eve.

"I'm very sorry," began Harkne&s.
"Oh, what's the use of being sorry?" she

cried, with a bewitchingly transparent
pretense of anger.

"Well, what else can I do?" asked the
young man. "Shall I . kneel and ask for
forgiveness?"' ?

Without waiting for an answer he
droped on one knee, and seizing her hand,
raised it toward bis lips. But she snatched
it away and gave him a resounding box on
the ear. Then, before tbe other two youths
could enjoy bis discomfiture and before he
could quite realize what had happened, she
bent over him with great gentleness and
said: ,,(... v , . ., ,

"Oh, I'm so sorry I hit yon so hard."
"Don't mention it, 1 beg of yon," ex-

claimed the enraptured youth. "I didn't
mind it; indeed I rather like it, you
know." ;

At that she mercilessly boxed his other
ear, and went caperiug over the grass sing-
ing:

"He likes it, be likes it. he does."
Elson watched all this with curious eyes,

and as the girl went waltzing over the
grass, said to himself:

"She's a witch!"
At that moment Mr. Breece appeared on

the veranda and beckoned to the young
lawyer. .

"Come, "Elson,? he aaid, "I don't like to
break ir cn your pleasure; but I have to go
to the city to-morro- and then you can
play tennis with Nellie and the boys all
day." ,

"Play tennis!" cried Nellie. "Air. Elson
play tennis! Ho was playing the judge,
that's what he was playing."

There wan a little note of genuine vexa-
tion in the girl's voice which made Elson
stop and look at her inquiringly. Then, as
he turned to go into the house, he said to
himself:

"She wishes to bring me to her feet, too.
If she ouly knew that i am half down al-
ready; but it won't do, Frei, it won't do."

Elson had been visiting at Mr. Breece's
conntry house for nearly a week. He had
accepted his client's invitation to escape
the beat of the city for a short time in the
dull season. The visit, moreover, gave the
two men opportunities to discuss, at their
leisure, an important case which the
younger was to handle for the older at tbe
next term. On arriving at Mr. Br ece's
place. Elson bad seen Nellie for the first
time. Her beauty bad attracted him, and
at first her volatile ways bad simply be-
witched him. Ho was sufiiciently skilled
in self-examinati- on to discover in about
forty-eikj- t hours after his arrival that he
was rapi.i'y falling in love with this etler-vrsce- ut

alt ' of twenty-one- . Then he pulled
himself together and indulged in some
wholesome reflection.

"This will never do. That girl is a shal-
low, careless, thoughtless doll. She is very
beautiful, there is no denying that. But
she is all surface. The old saying is: The
shallows murmur, but the deeps are dumb.'
'1 bat's the thing that applies to ber. She la
a murmuring shallow. Why, the fellow
that marries a girl like that would go hun-
gry for the deep sympathy of a real
womanly nature all bis life. All she de-
sires is amusement, inn, freedom from care,
fcbe is untit to be tbe life companion of a
student, a thinker, a man of brains for
instance, myself. It wou't do, Frederick;
you mustn't let the warm, bubbling, phys-
ical beauty of this girl carry you off your
mental and emotional balance. You'll be
sorry for it as long as yon live if you do."

So he began to hold himself aloof from
the girl; spent more time among Mr.
Breece's books or in solitary rambles about
the country.. The girl was not blind. She
saw that Mr. Elson, who had been some-
what altentive to her when he first arrived,
had ceased to bestow as much of his con-
sideration upon her.

"He thiiiks I'm too young and frivolous
for a man of his age to notice. Well, all
right: he needn't notice me. then," she re-
flected. "But I'll make it interesting for
him before be goes."

The next moruing Mr. Breece went to the
city. Mrs. Breece. who was an invalid and
seldom left ber apartments, sent for Elson
and said:

"I'm afraid you'll find it dull to-da-y. I
have told Nellie to take yon lor a walk un
to the too of Cormorant Hill. The view is
worth the trouble. And this afternoon I
think you may feel inclined to drive."

"My dear Mrs. Breece," said Elson. "I
trust you will not burden your mind with
me for a moment. 1 can amuse myself cap-
itally."

When he bad reached the lower floor
again he found Nellie waiting for him.

"Mamma says I am to take you to the top
of Cormorant Hill; do you think yon can
do it?"

'

"Do What?" ,

"Climb a hilL"
"I don't know. I'm willing to try, if yon

are goinor with me."
"Come on, then," she said.
"One moment. I don't wish you to feel

under any obligation to take me up that
bill. If there is anything else you would
rather do I beg you to dismiss me from
your mind."

"Oh, Pve nothing else to do." she said,
"and we can take Carlo aloug to keep us
company.- - Here, Carlo!"

She patted the dog's head, caught up her

33Y INGERSOLL
Old New Yorker may remember Din gee's

famous club house in lower Green street.
From 1800 to it was the most fashiona-
ble ganibling-bous-e in tbe metropolis, its
founder, Alphonse Dinaee, having been the
first to introduce ronletts and rouge et noir
into the new world. It was in
1S50. or a little later that ill-heal- th

obliged his son Cjrill to sell the basi-

nets oat. He retired to his country-se- at

at Bricksburg. quite a palatial resi-

dence for those days, where he died shortly
after, tearing a round million dollars and
one child, a daughter, Daisy. ' Spite of the
fact that she was popularly known
throughout the country as the "gambler's
daughter," there were several respectable
young men in the. place who would have
been only too happy to administer an es-

tate worth a round million with Daisy
tbvown in for better or worse.

But Daisy Dingee knew whatshe wanted,
and it was nothing more nor less than an al-

liance with the most aristocratic family in
the county, to-- wit: the Delnrys. whose large,
white mansion at the other end of the town
was as tumble-dow- n and shabby looking aa
Daisy's was neat, fresh and well kept. Miss
Dingee. therefore, proceeded to throw her-

self at the head of one Monmouth Delury,
mentally and physically a colorless sort of
an individual, who for want of sumoient
intellect to make an honest living, passed
his time going to seed with the thousand or
so acres of land belonging to him and his
maiden sisters.Hetty.Prudenceand Martha,
three women who walked as' stiff as they
talked, although they never were known to
discuss any subjeot other than the Delury
family.

When Da'y's proposition was made if
known to toma ihey tried to faint, but
were too stift to f: i over, and were obliged
to content theu.l es with gasping out:

"What! Dairy Kngee marry our brother
the bead of tk ' i'elury family?"
liutitwastbt irst idea that had ever

entered the brother's hsad, and he clung to
it with a parent's affection for his first-
born. In a few months Mr. and Mrs. Mon-
mouth Delury set out for Paris with that
proverbial speed with which Americans be-

take themselves to the French capital
when occasion oflers. They found it a
much pleasanter place than Bricksburg.
Delury improved rapidly and Daisy fell
quite in love with him, made her will in
his favor, contracted the typhoid fever and
died.

Whereupon, the really disconsolate wid-
ower sent for his three sisters to join him.
They bad but one objection to going that
was to part company with the dear old
homestead, but they overcame it the day
after receiving Monmouth's letter, which
happened to be a Friday, and took the Sat-arda- y's

steamer.
To coiife the truth, the Delnrys had

been so land-poo- r that their spare, aristo-
cratic figures were rather the result of ne-
cessity than inclination. Six months of
Paris life, under the benigu protection of
Dingers round million, made different
women of them. It was wonderful what a
metamorphosis Parisian drest-mike- rs and
restaurateurs effected in their figures.
They became round and clump. They
stopped talking about Bricksburg, signed
themselves the Misses Delury. of New
York, enrolled themselves as patrons of art,
gave elegant dinners and in a very short
time set up pretentions to being the leaders
of the American colony.
. But remorseless fate was at their heels.

Figaro nneartbed the secret of old Din gee's
million, and the Delnrys suddenly found
themselves the sensation of Paris, but the
butt of ridicule in the comic papers, Mon-
mouth had beeu in poor health for several
mouths, ana this killed him..

Dingee' million was now in the eye of
the law divided ud among his three sisters,
but fate willed it otherwise, for the follow-
ing jear Hetty, the eldest, died of Koman
fever, and six moths later Prudence fell a
victim to rat-poiso- n in a small hotel at
Grasne, city of delightful odors in the south
of France, whither she had gone in search
of balmy air tor her sister Martha, who had
suddenly developed symptoms of consump-
tion.

Left thus alone in 'the world, with old
Dinuee'e million and An incurable ailment.
Martha's only ambition was to reach
Bricksbnrg and aie in the old white Delury
mansion. It seemed to ber that its great
spacious rooms would enable her to breathe
more easily and to fight death off for possi-
bly another year.

But it was not to be. She got aafaras
F.iris, when old Din gee's million again
changed hands, going this time by will to
Martha's only telatives, twin brothers.
John and William Winkletip. produce-dealer- s

in Washington street. New York.
The will was a peculiar one, as was to be
expected: "I give, devise and bequeath all
the property popularly known as the
Dingee million' to my cousins,

John and William Winktetip. produce-deale- rs

of New York, as joint-tenan- ts for
their lives and the life of earn, of them,
with remainder ovr to the eldest son of
the survivor, bis heirs and assigns forever,
provided that said remainder man shall be
of full age at the time of his father's
decease and shall thereupon enter the min-
istry of the Methodist Episcopal Church
and devote his life and the income of this
estate to the encouragement of legislative
enactment throughout the United Mates
for the suppression of gambling and wager
laying."

In default of such male heir, the Dingee ,

million was to be divided up among cer-
tain religious and eleemosynary institu-
tions.

When the cablegram from Paris, inform-
ing them of their extraordinary luck, ,

reached the Winkletip Brothers, they were
down in the Uar of the old tenement
which served s their place of business,
with their long jean coats on, bnsilv en-pag- ed

in sorting onions. As the Winkle-tip- s
were only a little past fifty, and as

strong as hirkory knots, their families
were quite sati&nVd to get only a life estate
in the Dingee million, for, barring acci-
dents, the brothers bad twenty-fiv- e ,or-thirt- y

years to live yet.
True, brother John had a son. Cyrus, who

would soon be of age, but he was a worth-
less wight, whose normal condition was
alcoholic stupor, barely characterized with
antbeient lucidity to enable him to dis-
tinguish rotten vegetables from sound. He
Will die years before hi father, eery one
remarked, and then the gambler's money
will go where it ought to go. i

There had been a tire next door to the
"Winkletips about the time the good news
had arrived from Paris a huge ware-
house had burned down, leaving a brick
wall towering sixty feet above the old
wooden tenement iu which the brothers
did business. They had given notice to
the authorities, but the inspectors bad pro-
nounced the wall perfectly safe, bo the
two brothers continued to come and go; in
their bst snnday clothes, however, for
thev were only engaged in settling up the
old business.

fcuiult-nly- . without the slightest warning,
the huge wall fell with a terrific crah
upon the wooden tenement, crushing it
like an egg-shel- l. When the two brothers
were takn out from the ruins John was
pronounced dead, and a coroner's permit
wa giTen to remove him to a neighboring
undertaker's establishment. William lived
six hours, conscious to the last and grate,
fnl to an all wise providence that his
worthless nephew would now be excluded
from any control over the Dingee million.

John Winkletip was a grass widower, his
wife, no Englishwoman, having abandoned
him and returned to England, and for
many years he had made his homo with his
only other child, a widowed daughter, Mrs.
Tim mi as. who was opmly opposed to many
of her father's peculiar notions, as she
termed them, one of which was his strong
advocacy of cremation, he being one of the
original stockholders and at the time of bis
death a director of the Loug Island Crema-
tion tociety.

Consequently Mrs. TImmins gave orders
that immediately after the coroner's in-fin- est

her father's body should be removed
to her residence in Harlem, but as the off-
icers of the cremation society held the solem-

nly-executed direction and authoriza-
tion of their late friend and associate to
incinerate his remains, they were advised
by the counsel of their corporation that
uch an instrument would justify them in

taking pomesslpn of the remains at the
very earliest moment possible ana remov-
ing them to the crematory.

Warned by the undertakers of Mrs. Tim

LOCKWOOD.
mine's threatened interference, they re-

solved not to risk even the delay necessary
to procure a burial casket; in fact it would
be a useless expense anyway, ana conse-
quently John Winkletip began his last ride
on earth lying in the cool depths of the un-

dertaker's ice-bo- x.

As Mrs. Timmins's cab turned into Wash--

"The Hearst Was Just Ahead of Them.9

ington street she met a hearse, (ut not un-
til she had reached the undertaker's estab-
lishment was her suspicion transformed
into certamtv by being told thai her fath-
er's body was already on its way to the
crematory. Mrs. Timmins was a long-heade- d

woman. She knew the uncertainties of
cab transportation through the crowded
streets below Canal, and dismissing her
cab at the Chambers-stree- t station of
the Third-avenu- e elevated, she was soon
speeding on her way to the. Long Island
City ferry. This she reaohed just as a boat
was leaving the slip. Misfortune number
oce. When she finally reached the Long
Inland side, she threw herself into the car-
riage nearest at hand, crying'out:

"To the crematory. Five dollars extra,
you get me there iu time!'
It was not many minutes before Mrs.

Timmins became aware of the fact that
the horse was next to worthless and could
scarcely be lashed into a respectable
trot. Mrs. Timmins was nearly frantic
Every minute her head was thrust out of
the window to nrge the hackman to greater
speed. There was but one consoling thought

the hearse itself, might get blocked or
might have missed a boat.

As again and again her head was thrust ,

out of the carriage window, her hair be-
came disheveled, for she had removed her
hat. and the superstitious Hibernian on the
box was upon the point of abandoning his
post at sight of the wild and crazed look
presented by Mrs. Timmins. Was she not
some one's ghost making this wild and
mysterious ridef But the promise of an
extra $5 kept the man on the box.

Suddenly aery of joy escaped Mrs. Tim-
mins's lips. The hearse was just ahead of
them, but its driver .had the better horses,
and, half . suspecting that something was
wroug, he whipped up vigorously and dis-
appeared in a cloud of dust. Mrs. Timmins's
horse was now as wet as it be had been
dipped into t.he river, and she expected
every minute to see him give out; but,
strange to say, he had warmed to his
work, and now, in response to the driver's
urging, broke into a run.

Again Mrs. Timmins caught a glimpse of
the black coach of death in the dust-clou- ds

ahead of her. The race became every in-
stant more exciting. It wan a strange
sight, and Instinctively the farmers In their
returning vegetable-wagon- s drew aside to
let them pass. Once more the hearse dis-
appeared in the dut-cloud- s. This was the
last Mrs. Timmins saw of It until she drew
np in front of the crematorium. There it
stood with its black doors thrown wide
open. She had come too late! Her father's
body had already been thrust into the fiery
furnace.

The antagonism of Winkletip's family to
his views concerning the cremation of the
dead was an open secret with every attache
of the society, and the men in charge were
determined that the society should come
out the winner. They were on the lookout
for the body. Everything to the minutest
detail was in readiness. The furnace had
been pushed to its greatest destroying
power, and hence was it that haste over-
came dignity when the foam-flecke- d aud
panting horses of the undertaker drew up
m front of the entrance to the crematory.
The was snatched from the hearse,
borne hurriedly iuto the furnace-roo- m,

set upon the iron platform, wheeled into
the very center of the white flames, whose
waving, curling, twisting tongues seemed
reaching out to their fullest length, im-
patient for their prey, and the iron doors
slammed shut with a loud resounding
clangor.

At that instant a woman, hatless and
breathless, with disheveled hair burst into
the f nrnace-rooi- n.

"Holci! Hold!" she shrieked, and then her
hands flew to ber face and, staggering back-
ward and striking heavily against the wall,
she sank limp and lifeless in'aheapon the
stone lloorof the furnace-roo- m. But the
two men in charge had neither eyes nor
ears for Mrs. Timmins. As the doors closed
they sprang to their posts of observation in
front of the two peep-hole- s, and stood
wctching the effect of tbefiames upon the
huge ice-che-st. Its wooden covering parted
here and therewith a loud crack, layiug
bare the. metal case, from the seams of
which burst, fitful pnfts of steam. Then
came a sight so strange and curions that
the two men held their breath as they
gazed upon it! By the vaporizing of the
water from the tnelted ice the flames were
pushed backfrom the chest and it lay there
lor an instant as if piotected by some
miraculous Aura.

Then happened something which caused
the men to reel And stagger as if their limbs
were paralyzed by dnuk, and which paint-
ed their faces with as deep a pallor aa
death't own hand could have laid upon
them.

From the furnace depths came forth a
dulh. muffled cry of "Help! belo!"

Making a desperate effort, the men tore
open first the outer and then the inner
doors of the fire chamber. As the air
rushed in, the lid of the metal chest burst
silently open. Again the cry of "help!'' rang
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'Again the Cry of 'HaUr Rang OuL

out, and two bands quivered for an instant
above the edge of the chest, then with a
Joud and defiant roar the flames closed in
upon it, and began to lick it upravenously.
The doors were banged shut, and John
Winkletip bad his way:

lint the Dingee million seemed to draw
back instinctively from the touch of the
worthless Cy Winkletip.

With loud cries of joy, the various bene-
ficiaries under Martha Dclnry's will now
discovered that Cyrus Winkletip was born
on the 11th day of August, and that as his
father had departed this life on the 10th day
of August the son was not of
full age when his father died. But the
law put an end to this short-live- d joy by
making known one of its curious bits of
logic which so often startle the layman.
It was this: The law takes uo note ot parts
of a day, and therefore as Cyrus Winkletip
was of age on the first minute of his twenty-f-
irst birthday, be was also of age ou the
last minute ot the day before consequent-
ly on the first minute of the day before he
was twenty-on- a.

This gave the Dingee million to Cy
Winkletip!

Under constant and stringent surveillance
and tutelage, Cy Winkletip was, after sev-
eral years of as close application as was
deemed safe, in view of his weak mental
condition, admitted to the ministry, in ac-
cordance with the provisions of Miss
Delorv'a wilh At last, the wicked Dingee

"Let us get up the hill firnt," he laid,
and I'll ernlain to VOU afterward."
They began the ascent, aud lor a. few

moments the girl wassilent. Then suddenly
she threw back her head and began to
laugb. Her hat had fallen oft. her beauti-
ful h'air was blown into a bewildering mass,
and ber cheeks were like two ripe apples.
Yet in her eyes there was a faint shadow of
annoyance.

"Come, Carlo!" she called to the dog;
"here's a butterfly. Let us catch him and
make hhn be serious."

She bounded awav up the side of the hill,
while Elson followed steadily and at a
good pace.

"I have angered her," he said; "however,
I'm in for it now. I meant to pique her
tnyhow."

On arriving at tbe top of the hill he
found the girl standing nuder a tree.

"There's the view;" she said shortly,
waving ber hat, "look at it."

Then she deliberately turned her own
back upon it. Elson burst out laughing.
She wheeled and glared upon him.

"This view is not usually regarded aa
funny," she said.

"I waBh't laughing at the view," he an-
swered: "I was laughing at yon."

"Oh!" she exclaimed; "I'm flattered. See
bere, Mr. Elson, you began to lecture me at
the foot of the hill, and at tbe top of it you
laugh at me. Suppose we go back a little.
What did you mean by what you said to
me down below?''

"1 accused you of not dealing honestly. 1
meant this: Do yon think it right to make
those three young men worship you when
you don't "

"Oh!" she cried, bursting into laughter
that sounded almost hysterical, "is that
all?"

"Isn't that enough?"
"Why those boys, boys they worship

every girl that smiles at them. It's per-
fectly absurd why, it's folly to talk about
it! Mr. Elson, you're an impertinent old
goose!"

She turned like a flash of light, jumped
over a log, and went bounding down tbe
hillside. Elson followed, and beard her
voice ringing up among the trees:
Mock me no more with Love's beguiling dream,

A dream, I flud. lllu&ory as sweet;
One stulle of friendship, nay of cold esteem,

Is dearer far than passion's blind deceit!
"She's incorrigible," muttered Elson.

"Yet 1 suppose I had no business to lecture
her, especially as I would gratify myself a
good deal more if 1 could speak my real
feelings. It won't do. 1 must get away
from this place. I'm not incurable yet. but
I shall be if 1 stay here. No man could re-
sist the marvelous charm of that little
witch. Yet I know she's a modern siren,
and would lure me to destruction on tbe
rocks in shallow waters. Why. what would
a man's life be worth tied to such a shal-
low, frivolous nature as hers? But, my
soul, she is passing beautiful!"

So he continued to commune with him-
self till he reached the house. There he
found the girl sitting in an easy chair on
the veranda.

"Ah!" she said, "the tortoise has caught
up with the hare at last. I hope you en-joy- ed

your walk, Mr. Elson."
"it baa done me a great deal of good," he

said, gravely, bowing and passing into the
house.

The girl followed him with her eyes. As
the door closed behind him she sprang to
her feet with clinched bands and com-
pressed lips.' '

"I bate that man!" she exclaimed.
Then the blood rushed into her cheeks,

and she threw up her bands and covered
her face with them. She was a queer girl.
She stood silently in that attitude for a
few seconds, till the dog came and rubbed
bis big bead against her gown. Then she
dropped ber hands to caress him, and said:

"Come, Carlo, you and I wi!" no and see
bow the chickens are getting on."

And away she went, dancing and singing
across the lawn, with tbe happy --looking
dog capering beside her. As for Elson, he
was endeavoring to concentrate his mind
on tbe mild and insipid conversation of
Mrs. Breece, but his ears were strained to
catch the faintest echo of the fresh young
voice outside.

Elson's visit was to end three days later,
and during the next forty-eigh- t hours he
avoided the girl as much as he could without-
-being guilty of marked discourtesy.
She perceived that he tried to avoid her,
and she became more carmess aud frivolous
in her manner, which simply deepened
Elson's conviction that he was' wise. . But
he found wisdom, like medicine, rather
unpalatable.

'1 be night before he was to depart the
young lawyer . retired to his apartment
early, with the intention of taking a good
night's rest before returning to tht turmoil
aud barbarity of city life. But he fonnd
that it was one thing to determine to rest
and another thing to do it. After tossing
about restlessly for an hour or more, in the
course of which the house had sunk into
the peaceful quiet of sleep, he sat up in
bed. clasped his hands over bis knees, and
muttered audibly:

"Confound the girl!"
He yawned, stretched himself, looked out

of the window.
"By Jove!" he muttered, "it's a glorious

night. I'll have a comfortable smoke by
the light of the moon. That'll settle my
nerves, and then 1 can go to sleep." .

He arose and partly dressed himselr, for
he had no fancy lor catching cold. Com
pleting his simple toilet by putting on a
smoking-jacke- t. he sat down by the win-
dow and lit a cigar. He smoked slowly
aud meditatively, and it was three-quarte- rs

of an hour before he threw tbe stump out
on the grass and rose from his chair. As
he did so, he heard a distant scullling of
eet somewhere in the bouse, followed by a

shout The young lawyer bounded toward
the door of his room just as a report rang
through tbe house, followed by a heavy
fall.

Elson jerked the door onen and dashed
into the hallway. A light was burning
dimly and he saw a man, a stranger, run-
ning toward him. When the man saw El-
son he leveled a pistol at him. The young
lawyer, however, was an athlete and no
coward. He sprang forward, knocked up
the pistol with his left hand, and drove
his right with telling science against the
man's throat. The jugular is au ugly spot
to hit, and tbe fellow went down in a heap
as senseless as a log. At the same instant
Nellie ran into the hallway, clad in a light
wrapper, and exclaimed in a constrained
tone: ; .

"Are yon hurt?"
"No," replied Elson swiftly. "I have the

man bere senseless. For God's Bake tall me,
has he injured any one?"

"Yes, my papa. You must come at once
and help me,"

? Even in that moment Elson stared at tbe
girl in wonder at her self-contro- l, lie ran
into his room, pulled the straps off his
trunk, returned with them and fastened
securely tbe arms aud legs of the burglar.
Bv this time the servants had made their
appearance.

"Here," said Elson, handing the burglar's
pistol to the butler; "drag that fellow into
my room, and, if be attempts to get away,
use that on him."

Then the young man ran to Mr.' Breece's
room. He found Nellie bending over her
father, who had fallen in the middle of tho
room.

"He is shot in the neck," said the girl,
still with the same self-contro- l. "Put him
on tho bed."

Elson went down on his knees, got his
arms under Mr. Breece and rose with him.
lie laid him gently on tbe bed.

"You are strong." said the girl quietly.
"Call one of tho servants."

The young man obeyed.
, "Mary," said the girl, "go to the stable
and wake Edward. Tell him to saddle
Bonnie and go for Dr. Satterlee and bring
him quickly. Let him tell the doctor thatpapa has been shot."

The servant departed in haste.
"Mr. Elson," said Nellie, "mamma u on

The Summary Manner In "Which. She Si-

lenced a Skeptical First Officer.
New York Evening- - enn.

A man who has traveled a good deal in
the East related to a reporter an entertain-
ing story of an experience he bad with
Mme. Blavatsky during a voyage down the
west coast of India. . He said: "Early in
May, 1880, 1 took passage from Bombay for
Columbo in Ceylon on one of the comforta-
ble litt le coasting steamships of the British
India Navigation Company.

"The fun of the trip consisted in the de-
light that the old woman took in making
lile miserable for the first officer of the ves-
sel, a huge, raw-bone- d, awkward Scotch
man, with fiery red hair and whiskers, and
an inborn hatred of anything in the way of
religions belief that deviated an iota from
the faith of bis own Presbyterian Church.

"From the very first honr after sailing
from Bombay harbor the first officer bad
wrangled with Mme. Blavatsky in argu-
ment until at last he openly declared he be-

lieved she was the only daughter of the
Father of Lies, and added that he prayed
to heaven that tne ship bearing such an
nuholy person might reach port in safety.
For bis pert he doubted it. but he prayed it
might be so. This expression of the sturdy
mariner's opinion only caused the old wom-
an to shake with laughter. Finally, one
evening as we sat overthe cofiee and
raisins after dinner, she told him that she
was weary of bis pig-head- ed disbelief in
her powers to force natural laws to assist
her in performing what he was pleased to
call showmen's tricks, and that she meant
to teach him then and there to hold his
tongue.

"'Vera well, madame, doit if ye can.
I'm sure ye're truly welcome to try,' he re-
plied, with a sneer.

" 'Have you a baudkerchief in your pock-
et!' she asked.

"He unbuttoned his coat and handed her
his handkerchief, a plain cotton one with a
narrow tdue border.

"Mme. Blavatsky tossed it on the table
in frout of ber, pushed away her plate, coffe-
e-cup and glasses and nulled ber cbair in
as close to the table as she could. I was sit-
ting directly beside ber, and watched her
with the greatest interest, as. indeed, did
all the rest, the first officer looking on from
bis place at the foot of tbe table, ouly a few
feet away, with a very plain sneer on his
rugged face.

"Having cleared the space in front of her
she placed both elbows on the edge of tbe
table, picked up the handkerchief and be-
gan to roll it into as small a compass as the
could. Then having done eo, she squeezed
it in her two fists until she turned scarlet
In the lace and then almost purple. The
perspiration started out on her forehead
and ran down her face and neck, but still
she squeezed harder and harder, with her
eyes tightly shut, and as we watched her
an expression of pain came on her face, and
the color rapidly faded away until she was
as livid as a corpse.

"I suppose all this occupied two minutes,
certainly not more, and then she opened
her hands and gasped as if her throat were
parched irom thirst. Colonel Olcott mo-
tioned us to be silent, and in a few moments
she opened her eyes and a faiut color came
back to her face. She made an ellort to
sprak, but could only whisper, "Give it to
him' and at the same time puiutiug to tbe
handkerchief, it was banded to the Scotch-
man, who looked somewhat anxious as he
opened it, and utterly astounded when be
found his monogram most exquisitely em-
broidered in the center, the letters being in
white silk and inclosed in a circle of light
blue of the same color as the printed bor-
der of the handkerchief. The diameter of
the circle was about two inches.

"For a moment the first ollicer looked iu-tent- ly

at the monogram, then at the pale
but triumphant old woman who was gazing
at him with blazing eyes, and then he ut-
tered a mighty oath and walked away
to his cabin on the forward deck. During
tbe rest of the voyage he would not come
near her, speak to ber, nor sit at tbe table
while she was there, and the only thing he
would say about the affair was to repeat
tbe hope that the vessel would be permitted
by Providence to reach Ceylon in safety."

A Type-Writ- er Girl's Experience.
Chicago Htra a. '

Not long ago a young lady told me her
experience with a verv promiuent business
man. tmesaid she had been employed as
type-writ- er by him for months, and still is,
but everything is dilferent now from what
it was at first. She said: "There never was
a purer, better roau than Mr. . 1 took
his dictations for the longest time, and
never a thought came into his head or mine
of anything but business. Finally his desk
was . placed in a more public part of the
store. .

"The first day that I sat there I com-
menced to get stared and winked at. Men-thoug- ht

no more of giving mo a broad ear
and wink than as if I bad publicly an-nounr- eu

myself ready to receive such com-
promising notice. Of course, I could say
nothing about it. Then, men who knew
Mr. would come in and say. Ah! got a
type-write-r! I'll have to tell your wife!' It
became so uncomfortable that I dreaded to
takedictations.

"But that was not the worst of it. It
gave an entirely different atmosphere to
my position. From both being unconscious
of each other personally, we both or 1 did,
and I presume he did commenced to won-
der lust what the other was thinking of.
If he was not such a good man, and 1 my-
self was not proof against any sentiment, I
know that before this we would have been
interested in each other. As it is. it is any-
thing but comfortable. We both know that
we are expected to fall in love with each
other, if we have not already done so. I
believe two-thir- ds of tbe liaisons between
type-write- rs and business men have been
forced upon them in this way."

They Worship a Log.
There is a log of yellowish colored wood

standing iust outside .of Ch'l Hua Gate
Peking. This log has remained in its pres-
ent position since the fall of the old ling
dynasty. It is in good, preservation. ' and
has commanded the respect of all clauses
and conditions of people. Insects in China
usually make inroads on timber in a very
short while, but they are said never to
alight npou this sacred tree trunk, and it
is true that they have not left a
single trace of their work noon'
it. while the timbers in every
direction are a perfect honeycomb of in-
sect work. The Chinese people believe
that the log is tbe habitation of some god.
and. on that account, gather and worship
at its base at least once a year. Among the
higher classes the day for this unique
species of w orship is the first of each suc-
ceeding month, unless that day should hap-
pen to be new-moo- n day. On (Jet. 1 of every
3 ear tbe Emperor commands the board of
ceremonies to appoint a committee to pay
their respects to the deified log.

The Immaterial and the Material.
PbilsdHpbU Beeord.

"It makes but little difference about the
bodj'." remarked one prettr young woman
to another as they promenaded down Chest-
nut street yesterday, to the great delight
of a clergyman who was walking just be-
hind them with a friend, and who had not
looked for such an unworidly ntterance,
"All I care about is tbe skirt," went on
tbe fair speaker, and the minister's face
fell.

A Lone bat Not a Last Farewell.
Philadelphia Prrse.

Sims Reeves has again bidden a "final
farewell" to the stage. It is just twenty
years since tbe tenor gave the first of his
"final farewell' concerts.

A Mischievous Bird That Can Be Taught to
Talk Better than a Parrot.

Bobert Cur xon. la Nature's Ht&lm.
Crows make very amusing pets for any

one who can put up with thir innate spirit
of deviltry, and besides that they cau oe
taught to talk more distinctly than most
parrots. It is a common idea anions the
country people that they will not talk un-
less their tongues are cut at a certain ten-
der age. lie that as it may, 1 have heard
crows talk excellently that never had their
tongues cut. and some whose tongue are
cut never will talk at alL I always take
my chances without cutting, and oct of
nearly a dozen that I have owned only two
proved void of a bump of language)

To be sure of hsving a cood, atlectionate
crow, take him from tbe nest as soon after
batching as you can hud bim. If it is the
tirst of the brood hatched all the better.
How are you to tell that? Why, if you tind
one baby crow and four eggs in the nest,
does not that settle the question beyond
dispute? Name him as soon as yon get
home, It is a good plan to have a fmily
consultation on this subject, for a
rechristeuing is fatal to, tho proper educa-
tion of your callow charge. Always call
him by name whenever you feed him. He
will learn his name before be knows what
feathers are. and respond to it whenever bo
hears it nttered. Feed, until half Hedged,
on meal and water regular 'chicken-dough- "

and if any "chicken sicknesses"
come on consult tbe "chicken doctor." In
other words, theyonng crow must be raised
on about the same diet as a young chicken.
Feed plenty and feed often. A crow's neht
is the best thing to keep him in during his
infantile days. If yon haven't one make
a substitute, As he grows in strength and
is able to travel about a little be needs
more variety in his food, bat be careful be
does not swallow anything that is very
salt. Dump a bandlu! of gravel down his
mouth occasionally, and give him min-
nows and frogs once in a while. Swallow-
ing his tirst live frog 6eet?s to give a young
crow a most agreeable new sensation. ' lto
not be in any hurry about making bim
bathe. He will wash himself whenever it
is necessary, and if taken and plunged into
cold water while the pin feathers are lull
of blood, it may canse him to literally
"catch bis death o' cold." As soon as be is
well on the wing bis language leKsona
should begin. febut him up in a darkened
room when well fed. and begin by whisper-
ing the word or phrase you wish him to
learn. If he seems to listen repeat ita little
louder, and continue until he either
grows restless or goes to sleep. It will be
but a few minutes. Kepeat the same lesson
audnothing else every time you visit him
or pass within hearing for a week or ten
days, and if your crow don't talk in that
time he probably never will. Generally
they will begin to practice to themseves the
first or second day ot their imprisonment,
but once a word or phrase is learned others
will quickly follow. If really talented, you
can make your crow appear to answer a
question. For instance, call bis name
gently and add "what" in a loud, emnhatio
tone. Soon, when his name is called, he
will respond "what" with just tbe same
emphasis aud iullection that he has heard
you give. Then, again, if you tay "It's
dinur time" whenever yon feed him, some
day he will walk into the bouse hungry
and gravely announce, "it's dinner tune."

As be (trows inyearsand kuowledge your
crow will develop a variety of thievish and
amusing tricks too numerous to mention,
lie will cultivate tbe most friendly ac-
quaintance with some people and show an
unaccountable animosity toward others,
He will attend you part way wbeuever
you leave home, and. if your hours of re-

turn are regular, will probably meet you at
the same spot aud welcome you exuberant-
ly. Every time be fails to do so look for
him at once; he will either be in some ut-
terly entrancing bit of mischief or elso
dead.

'Old Hutch' Mart In Life.
Boston Globe.

"Old Hutch," wben a lad. worked in the
same store at North Heading. Mass., with
Hon. Tilly Haynes, tbe proprietor of tho
United Stales Hotel In this oity.

Mr. Haynes tells this story:
"About tbe year lblO, being then a lad

Just entering my teens, I was employed at a
salary of f:X) a year in a country store kept
by a Mr. Foster at North Keadimr. lien
Hutchinson, a lanky boy of about my own
age, came ovei from Dauvers and secured a
situation in tbe same store at a yearly
salary of, $20. There was no end to the
work we two boys had to perform. Wo
were up in tbe morning at daylicht aud
toiling still at 10 and 11 o'clock at nitflit,

"We carried a stock of goods embracing
everything Irom a jewsharp to a crowbar,
and if not waiting upon customers, alwnya
had plenty to do. At the back of the store
was a workshop, where lien had to mend
shoes at odd times, while 1 used to have to
get ont a bundle of drilling, and cut out
overalls.

"The village postoCBce was in the etore,
and 1 also had to prepare the mail every
morning for the stae, which was then the
mail-carrie- r from Reading to Hoston. This
performance ofOD duties of postmaster
was the secret of my salary oeing 110 more
a year than Ben's for lien labored nuder
the disadvantage of not being able to read
(handwriting and this diilerence in salary
was a constant irritation to him, causing,
him to growl continually.

"After lien had been in the store about a
year be secured an old shed from Foster
and started an extremely primitive ehoe-sbo-p.

hiring boys to help him on different
parts of the work. Every baturday he tookr
the product of his week's work over bis
shoulder and walked to Lynn, which was
then getting to be something of a shoe
town, to dispose nf his stock. He would
then lay in a stock of notions, which, dur-
ing the followinu week, would capture the
greater part of the salary paid to his em-
ployes during the week previous.

"Finally lien went to Lynn and started
a shoe-sho- p, where be made some money,
but having learned that there was more
money to be made in the commission bnsi-nes- s.

be came to Hoston, and for a few
years bad an oflice on 1'earl street and
drove a profitable trade. Getting the West-
ern fever about 1S55, be went to Milwaukee
ior awhile, and eventually drifted to Chi-
cago, where he piled op bis millions."

Tbe iU.ulc
Good News.

Visiting Aunty So tbe school-childre- a

have been celebrating Arbor day f
School Child Yes, and it was iust splen-

did.
What did yon dot"

"Oh, everything. We had speeches aud
addresses, aud spoke pieces and dialogues.
and we bad music, oh. lots of it, and over
eight hundred school children sang a grand
chorus, and live boys' bands plsyed. and
then we had a parade of two thonsand
school-childre- n all dressed in red, white
and blue."

"How many trees did you plant!"
"One."

m m

Me Lord, Your Carriage Watta.
lXinncailu Tr buns

Mr. James Gordon lleinett has become a
stage-drive- r iu Franc. He has estab-
lished a line of coaches between l'aris and
tt. Germain, and bis corp of drivers in-
cludes himself. Messrs. Tillany and ltidi:-wa- y

and two French noblemen. How the
famous editor would have fumed and
foaued if anybody had told him his boy
would come to thia ,

be wants vou 1 will call vou ."
"But I do not wish to leave him."
"You must remember that this will be a

long spell of nursing. You must husband
your strength."

She reflected a moment and tl'.en said:
"1 think you are right."
She went and lay down on ',he sofa. El-

son tnrned down the gas ar.d seated him-
self beside the wounded man.

"I have induced Miss Nellie to lie down,"
he said; "she must not overwork herself."

The girl's father gave him a grateful
look. For a few minutes all was silence.
Then Elson fancied he heard a sound as
of suppressed soboing. He went ever to
the sola. The girl was lying quite still,
with her eyes closed, but her cheeks were
wet with tears. When Elson stopped, un-
decided, she opened ber eyes and whispered:

"Did vou hear mel"
"Yea."
'Do you think he did?"

"No
"Very well, then. Go back to him, and

don't niiud me."
Eloii had a choking sensation in his

throat, and a great feeling of reverence for
the girl swept through bim. He returned
to bis seat by tbe bedside and bowed his
head on his hands.

A week later the young lawyer retnrned
to the city. Mr. Breece had improved so
much that the young man was no longer
ueeded as a nurse, and be felt that his

in the house was something of aufiresence now. The summer waued and
the glory of September came. Mr. Breece
bad quite recovered, and was anxtous to re-
turn to a consideration of bis lexal ad'airs,
so be sent for Elson to come out to his
house onco more. The young man had
been there several times to inquire as to
the wounded man's progress, but bis visits
bad been necessarily brief and somewhat
formal. Now he packed bis valise and pre-
pared to go out on a Saturday afternoon to
stay till Monday. As he drove through
the gate he bt ardtbe sounds of laughter
ringing under the trees, and a moment later
he saw Nellie playing tennis with the
three young men who were with her at the
opening of this tale. For a moment some-
thing of tbe old distrust of the girl came to
him, but then he smiled and said to him-
self:

"She can't fool me now. 'I've seen what
lies beneath tbe surface."

And as be dismounted from tbe trap he
saluted her with most grave courtesy. Mr.
Breece appeared at tbe door, greeted the
young lawyer warmly, and led him into the
house. Nellie bit ber lip, and gazed after
them with tiartning cheeks. The next mo-
ment she served tbe ball angrily.

The lawyer and his client were closeted
for nearly two hours after dinner. Then
Mr. Breece. who had not regained the full
measure of his strength, owing to confine-
ment in the warm weather, retired, leaving
Eison in the dining-roo- m with a cigar, a
bottle of sherry, and some law papers. The
young man read the papers through aud
smoked thoughtfully. Presently a light
step sounded behind him, and he turned to
eee Nellie entering the room. She stopped
short on seeing him.

"1 did not know yon were here," she said,
in a constrained tone.

"Am 1 in the wavP he asked, gravely.
"Oh. no. 1 thought I might annoy joa."
"Annoy me? What makes you think

that!"
"You look so dreadfully serious whenever

you see me laugh, as if yon didn't approve."
"Didn't approve? Why, what right would

I have"
"I'm sure I don't know, but you don't ap-

prove. 1 suppose if I were to look like a
carved tombstone all tbe time, or set my
fare like a plaster cast, it would suit you;
bnt that's not my nature."

And she turned to the buffet, bent down,
opened one of the doors, and began to
search among the bottles."


